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Wanted 


Author's Notes: 


| loved writing this and got instant inspiration after reading the prompt! Hope you enjoy! 


He didn't notice Cliff when he ran into the room. He wiped his eyes frantically, a choked sob escaping him. Fuck. 
How could he have been such a fucking idiot? Of course James didn't feel the same way about him. He should 
have expected the reaction. His stomach still hurt from where James had hit him. Another sob escaped, more 


tears starting to fall. Fuck. James didn't pull the punch either. Or the look of disgust on his face. 


"Lars?" Cliff's concerned voice rang through the room. He'd been smoking a blunt when Lars had run into his 


and Kirk's room, sobbing hard. He must have thought no one was here. 


Lars looked up at Cliff and swallowed. He wiped at his eyes some more, getting rid of all the stubborn tears 


that had been falling. "Y-yeah?" He asked. 


Cliff put down the blunt and stood up, walking over to Lars. "I'm not going to ask the obvious question, since 
you are not all right. Who made you cry?" A small bit of possession crept into his voice. No one made Lars 
cry. He and James always felt this way about Lars and Kirk. They were the bigger two. They were the 


protectors. 


He shook his head. He could not make himself speak and say what had happened. He wouldn't tell anyone. Maybe 
James would forgive him. Another choked sob escaped. The look of disgust from James - he would never be 


able to forget that. 


‘Lars, what happened?" Cliff asked, the sight of Lars trying to keep from sobbing enough to break his heart. 
Lars was always the tough guy. He didn't cry until he was well and alone. Right now he looked smaller than 


before, and he was folding in on himself. 


Lars opened his mouth to say that nothing had happened, but he could not make the words come out. He bit 
down on his lip and stared down at the floor. "S-sorry for barging in. I'll go." He turned away from Cliff. Not 
that he had anywhere to go. He couldn't go back to his and James’ room. Or the studio. 


He stood up and reached out, hooking his hand around Lars' arm before he could leave. "No, you aren't going 


anywhere." Cliff said, his voice soft. He tugged Lars into his arms, pulling him close. 


"Cliff, lemme go!" Lars said, struggling to get away from the bassist. Cliff let him go almost immediately and he 


looked up and into concerned eyes. "I'm f-fine." 


"The last thing | would call you is fine." Cliff said, looking at Lars. "You're crying, | think you've been punched by 


the way you're holding your waist, and you ran into my room instead of yours and James’. Something is up." 


He bit his lip and looked down at the floor. "James and | got in an argument. | pissed him off." That was a 
fucking understatement. "He hit me." Lars added. 


"Which is nothing new as far as you two are concerned. You fight all the time. Doesn't explain you crying." Cliff 


said, taking another step near Lars. He wrapped an arm around his shoulders and steered him towards the bed. 


Cliff was right. Damn him. Lars sighed and picked up the blunt in the ashtray and sat down on Cliff's bed, a 
faint smile escaping when Cliff flopped on the bed next to him. "You're right. It doesn't." He admitted, taking a 
long slow inhale of the pot. 


"Gonna tell me why?" 
It was Cliff. He could tell him anything. He wouldn't give a fuck "I've had a crush on James forever.” He passed 
the blunt to Cliff, watched him inhale slowly before he took it back. "Decided to tell him today. Didn't go over 


well" Another long drag before he exhaled slowly, watching the smoke hang in the air. 


"Sounds like a fucking understatement to me." 


"Heh." Lars smiled. "Suppose that is fair to say." 


Cliff snorted. "Hetfield is a fucking idiot. Doesn't have his head out of his ass when it comes to anything, let 


alone sex” 
"What would you know?" Lars shot back angrily, looking up at Cliff 

"He turned down sex with you. Far as I'm concerned, that makes him a fucking idiot" 

Lars started to respond then stopped. Blinked. "Huh?" 

He smiled and blew smoke into the air, exhaling slowly. "Need me to repeat myself there Lars?" 


"No, you're just being too fucking cryptic." Lars said, glaring at Cliff, leaning back on the bed, stealing the joint 


agai n. 


He laughed. "I say that turning down sex with you makes him a fucking idiot and you call that cryptic? How is 
that fucking cryptic?" 


He bit his lip and looked up at Cliff. "You've never had sex with me either. How do you know that him turning it 


down makes him a fucking idiot?" 


Cliff grinned, a cheshire cat grin. "Because. | know something he doesn't. And if he doesn't want it, | certainly 


do." 
Lars blinked again, still confused. "Want it? What it?" 


He shifted on the bed, stretching out next to Lars, stealing the joint back, letting his fingertips tease against 
Lars’ lips. "Your first time. | know you've never been with a dude. Fuck, you lost your virginity at Dave's house 


a couple of years ago." Cliff watched, satisfied as Lars shivered. 
"yous 


"Want you?" Cliff chuckled and took a long drag before exhaling slowly. Green eyes were staring at him, almost 


desperate, turning needy. 


He nodded. Lars couldn't make the words come. Cliff wanted him. Wanted his first time. Unlike James. He 


thought James was stupid. His head swam, confused, trying to make sense of it. 


Cliff stretched again, nodding as he finished off the joint and put it on the nightstand. "Yup. Again. Not news. 
You just didn't know because | didn't want you to." 


Lars huffed. "You're doing a shitty job of cheering me up you know." 
"Never said | was trying to cheer you up. Do you want me to try?" Cliff asked, looking over at Lars. 


He pouted. Fucking Cliff being a fucking dirtbag. "Yes, | want you to try." He said, huffing and crossing his arms 


across his chest. 


He smiled and leaned closer to Lars, bring his lips level with Lars’ ear. "All right" Cliff whispered, his voice 
half-purr. In a quick movement, he rolled on top of Lars, enjoying the sight of wide green eyes staring at him. 
"Let's cheer you up." 


He shivered and looked up at Cliff. "W-what are-" 


Cliff silenced him with a finger to his lips. "Did | ever tell you that when you ramble | want to shut you up by 


kissing you?" 


Lars gave a sly smile and pressed his lips against Cliff's finger, licking it briefly. "What's stopping you then?" He 
was rewarded with a shiver from Cliff and darkened eyes looking like they wanted to eat him up. 


"Nothing now." Cliff said, leaning down and doing just that. He wanted nothing more than to claim Lars with that 
kiss. But one had to go gentle with virgins. Or at least semi-gentle. He brushed their lips together, feeling Lars 
tremble beneath him as he slowly pressed tighter to him. He deepened the kiss, his eyes open, watching Lars 
as he blushed and moaned into the kiss. 


He didn't know what it was about Cliff that made him feel wanton, but fuck if his cock wasn't already hard and 
throbbing. Cliff was one of the last people he had ever expected to want like this. When Cliff pulled away from 
the kiss, he pouted, looking up at him, wondering why he had stopped. Was he a bad kisser? Was something 


wrong? 


"Stop giving me that frown" Cliff ordered, stroking the side of Lars' face. "Stop thinking you did something 


wrong." 
He blushed. Fucking Cliff. Able to read him like a fucking book. "Then why'd you stop?" 


"Because as delicious as your lips are, | want to taste the rest of you." Cliff said, his fingers gripping the edge 
of Lars' t-shirt before he forced it up and off. He took a moment to admire the pale skin in front of him, 
watching Lars blush and squirm. 


"Don't just fucking stare at me Cliff" Lars grumbled, looking up at the bassist. He wanted Cliff to do something, 
anything. 


Cliff laughed. "I'll stare at you as much as | fucking like, thank you." He reached out and trailed his fingers down 


Lars' neck, slowly over his breastbone. Lars shivered under him. He leaned down and replaced his fingers with 


his lips, watching Lars gasp and moan. 


Lars squirmed again, his fingers tangling on the blanket. Cliff's lips were so hot and his hair was teasing him as 
he brushed against his hot skin. "C-Cliff, please." His cock felt so hard he was going to come just from this. 


“Shhh. What did | say about kissing you into silence? | will do it. | just want to do a few other things." He trailed 
his fingers lower, slowly teasing along the waist of Lars’ pants, feeling him gasp again and shiver harder. Cliff 
slowly closed his lips around Lars’ nipple, sucking hard. He was rewarded with a strangled moan and Lars’ 


fingers diving into his hair, tugging him closer. 


"Ahhh!" Lars cried out, his legs falling apart of their own accord. He moaned again as Cliff settled between 
them. He bucked his hips up, rubbing against Cliffs stomach, needing friction for his desperate cock. 


He smiled, watching Lars rock against him, clearly desperate for any kind of touch. "Look at this." He whispered. 
"Someone is clearly enjoying themselves." Cliff smiled Lars looked ready to blow already. He reached down and 


pressed his hand against the front of Lars’ pants, starting to rub slowly. 


Another loud moan escaped him. Cliff was rubbing him through his jeans and fuck he'd never been this turned 
on in his entire life. He needed more, he was desperate for it. "Oh fuck, Cliff, please. Let me take my fucking 
clothes off, fuck" Lars swore, shivering and biting his lip. 


He smiled. "Ready to get naked for me already? We've only kissed once. Don't you think we're moving a little 
fast?" Cliff teased, slowly undoing the button to Lars’ jeans and sliding the zipper down. He snuck his hand inside 


Lars' jeans and squeezed him again, this time only his boxers preventing him from touching hot skin 


Lars looked up at Cliff and frowned. He was about to protest when Cliff undid his pants and squeezed him 
through his boxers. His eyes fluttered shut and he moaned. Cliff's hand was so much bigger than his. He 
bucked his hips up, demanding more of that touch. 


‘Guess that's a no." Cliff said, grinning down at Lars. He tugged Lars’ jeans the rest of the way off, leaving him 
in his obviously tented boxers. "Looks like you need a little bit of help with that.” 


He couldn't make himself say it. He wanted to. The words were right there. "Cliff." Lars said, wanting him to 
understand what he wanted, what he needed. He wasn't even sure anymore. He wanted Cliff however he could 


have him. It was that simple. 


Lars was impossible sometimes. He wanted something so badly, yet he refused to beg for it. "| want you to 
say it” Cliff purred out, watching green eyes widen "Tell me what you want. Say it out loud. Not with your 
body or your eyes. Tell me that you want me to touch you. To kiss you. To fuck you." 


He shook. His lip trembled. He stared up at Cliff with wide eyes. Cliff was still smiling at him. It wasn't a trick. 
Cliff just wanted to hear him say it. Maybe it was a turn on for Cliff too. Lars took a deep breath. "Cliff. | 


want you to touch me." Lars felt his cheeks heat in a blush. "I want you to kiss me." Only one sentence left. "I 


w-want you to f-f-fuck me." He stumbled over the words, having trouble getting them out. 


Cliff smiled again. He leaned down so their lips were just touching. "With pleasure Lars." He whispered before 
giving Lars the kiss he had wanted to from the beginning. Hard, deep and consuming. He felt Lars whimper into 


it, but Cliff didn't stop. He didn't pull back until the need for air made him. 


He looked up at Cliff, dazed, his mind still swimming from that kiss. Lars licked his lips slowly and wrapped his 

arms around Cliff, tilting his head up for another kiss. He was given it almost immediately and moaned into it, 

pressing tighter to Cliff. Lars wrapped his legs around Cliffs waist and started to grind against him, desperate 
for any kind of touch, any kind of friction 


The glazed look in Lars' eyes after that kiss told him he had done the right thing. Then Lars had to one up him 
by starting to grind against him. Cliff shuddered, trying to keep himself under control. Lars was a virgin. He 
had to be gentle. He had to be careful. He could not hurt Lars. 


"Cliff, please. Touch me." Lars moaned out, rocking against Cliff again. All of it felt so good. He just wanted Cliff 
to touch him. Anywhere. It didn't matter. It all felt so good. 


He groaned and nodded. He couldn't say no anymore. Fuck, he wasn't even sure he had enough control to go 
slowly at this point. Cliff tugged on Lars’ legs, pulling him off of him and pressing him back down to the bed. 
"Stay here for one second?" He asked. 


Lars felt a bolt of fear go through him. Had he done something wrong? Why was Cliff leaving? Had he fucked 


up again? 


"Damnit Lars." Cliff growled, leaning down and kissing him hard, devouring his mouth. He pulled away and stared 
at the drummer. "I want you so much | feel like I'm going to fucking explode. But | need to grab my lube out of 
the fucking bathroom. I'm also not going to fuck you with my goddamn clothes on. Now wait two minutes!” He 


growled, good-naturedly, seeing Lars grin back at him. 
"Okay." Lars said, his cheeks heating in another blush. 


Cliff groaned. Lars was going to be the death of him like that. A turned-on, blushing virgin. He stumbled to the 
bathroom, digging through his shit for his lube, finding it finally before he came back into the bedroom. He 
stripped off his shirt and his jeans followed next. Cliff looked up at the bed and froze. 


The sight of Lars, his hand in his boxers, slowly stroking himself was nearly his undoing. His cock throbbed, the 


need to claim and devour Lars over taking him. He needed more. "Having fun without me?" Cliff growled. 


He shook his head slowly, pushing his boxers down, still stroking his cock slowly, moaning. Lars bit down a smile. 
He'd guessed right. Cliff did like this. A lot. "Never. Just passing the time." He panted out, looking up at Cliff, 


grinning. 


"Without me." Cliff growled again, climbing onto the bed, immediately on top of Lars. He unscrewed the cap to 
his lube and yanked Lars’ boxers off of him, following quickly with his own. He took about half a second to 
admire the sight of Lars without clothing before he leaned down. "You're gonna pay for that little tease." 


Lars' eyes lit up and he grinned at Cliff. He resisted the urge to say that he was excited for what his 
punishment was gong to be. "Okay." He said, admiring Cliff. He reached out and slowly started to run is fingers 
down Cliff's chest. It was funny how seeing Cliff naked before was so different from seeing him naked like this. 


He froze as Lars started to touch him. He didn't move, just stayed still as feather-light touches made their 
way down his chest. Lars circled his nipple and he choked down a groan, letting Lars do what he would. His cock 
throbbed, demanding action, but fuck if he was going to stop Lars from exploring. 


"Is this okay?" Lars whispered, looking up at Cliff, trailing his fingers lower until he squeezed Cliff's cock, 


watching a strangled moan escape him. 


His control snapped. He couldn't take it anymore. He would explode if Lars kept touching him like that. "Yes, fuck 
yes it is. But right now | need you to stop. | want to-no." He cut himself off and looked down at Lars, staring 
straight into his eyes. "| need to fuck you." Cliff panted, taking Lars' hand, pulling it away from him. He leaned 


down and pressed a kiss to Lars! tummy, watching him squirm. He smirked. 


"Don't worry. l'm gonna take good care of you." Cliff promised. His lips slowly made their way down to Lars’ hip 
bone, feeling him tremble. He glanced up at Lars, hearing the gasp that escaped Lars as their eyes met. He 
smirked just before he closed his lips around the tip of Lars' cock and sucked. 


He thrashed in the blankets. Fuck. He'd been given head by plenty of girls, but nothing had ever felt this good, 
or this hot. Cliff knew exactly how to touch him, how to blow him. Then he felt a finger teasing at him. Lars 
shuddered, telling himself that he needed to relax and stay that way. Cliff pushed it in slowly and kept sucking 


at him. He moaned and whined. Fuck, this was taking too long. He wanted more. 


He was careful to make sure he didn't hurt Lars. But it was also the fastest he had ever prepped anyone. Lars 
took each finger in so readily, still moaning, begging for more with his body, with his eyes, with the fingers 
tugging at his hair he could not help it. Now for the final touch. To get Lars properly relaxed. 


Cliff shifted his position slowly, and took Lars all of the way into his mouth, deep-throating him, hearing the 
hoarse scream from Lars. He sucked hard, angling his fingers for Lars' prostate, pressing and rubbing against 


the spot, wanting to send Lars over the edge into oblivion 


Lars arched and screamed again. Whatever Cliff was touching inside him was destroying his control, and Cliff 
kept pressing against it. He tried to stop it, to warn Cliff that he was going to explode. His fingers tugged on 
Cliff's hair as he bucked up and came, driving his hips deep into Cliff's mouth, coming for forever before he 
collapsed on the bed, panting. 


"C-Cliff." Lars panted, looking up at him, his whole body shaking. His mind felt fuzzy. He felt Cliff pulling his 


fingers away and whined. He hadn't want to come before Cliff. "m sorry" Lars managed to get out. 


‘lm not" Cliff purred out, shifting Lars’ legs into position, placing a pillow under his hips. "| needed you relaxed. 


I'm sure you'll recover quickly enough." He said softly, pressing against Lars' entrance. 
His eyes snapped open and a low moan escaped him. Oh god. Cliff was, Cliff was- 


"That feel okay?" Cliff asked as he started to slide into Lars slowly. He was welcomed into Lars’ body so easily, 


he was almost afraid that he was hurting the drummer, but Lars tugged him closer with his hands. 


He forced himself to nod and smile at Cliff. "Y-yeah. Good. Big." Lars panted, spreading his legs a little wider for 
Cliff. The bassist slid deeper into him and kept going. "D-Don't think you will fit" He said, squirming as Cliff slid 
even deeper. His body felt stretched and it was almost uncomfortable. Then Cliff finally stopped moving. 


Cliff gave a smile chuckle and leaned down, nuzzling Lars' cheek. "I'm already all of the way in" He whispered, 
stealing another soft kiss from Lars. He didn't miss how Lars leaned into it, needing the intimacy of the 


moment. "You're mine now." He said, smiling at Lars, nuzzling him again. 


Lars blushed and nodded, looking up at Cliff. He was Cliff's. He could feel Cliff, all of the way inside him, hot and 
hard, pulsing, feeling so fucking good. His cock twitched to life despite the explosion only a few minutes ago. "A- 


Are you gonna-" 


"Move?" Cliff finished for him, smiling at the bright red cheeks Lars was sporting. "In a second. | wanted to 
make sure you were okay with it first." He said, pulling out a little and rocking back into Lars, watching his 
eyes go wide. Looked like Lars enjoyed that. 


He moaned when Cliff gave a light thrust back into him after pulling out. "Y-you can consider me fucking okay 
with it" Lars panted out. He shivered and lifted his legs, wrapping them around Cliff's waist, feeling him sink a 
little deeper. "Do it again?" 


He laughed and leaned down, giving Lars a kiss. "You can bet on it" Cliff said, pulling further out of him, then 
sinking back in, a little faster this time. Lars rocked back against him this time, his cock already half-hard. 


"Don't stop Cliff, please." Lars begged, rocking against him again. It felt better than he could have ever imagined. 
He needed Cliff to keep moving, to go harder and faster. He needed it. "Please." 


Cliff couldn't resist Lars normally when he begged. With sweaty hair stuck to his face, flushed cheeks and red 
lips, he was irresistible. He pulled out and pressed in again, starting a steady rhythm, watching Lars cry out 
and cling to him. 


"Yes!" Lars shouted, not caring who heard them. Cliff was so deep and so good inside him, all he wanted was 


more. Harder and faster and more. He needed it. "More, please, Cliff, it's so good, | need more!" He begged. 


The last vestiges of his control were gone in the space of a second. He pulled out and slammed into Lars, 
watching him arch and give a hoarse scream. Cliff didn't stop. He repeated it again and again, a hard pace that 
was driving him wild. Sweat dripped down his forehead as he stared at lars, leaning close to kiss him again, 


their lips clashing as they attempted to devour each other. 


Lars trembled, holding onto Cliff, his cock rubbing against Cliff's belly, desperate to come again, shaking as he 
rocked with the bassist. "Please." He begged, his voice shaky with desire and need. He felt delirious, his whole 
body was too hot as they slid together, moving steadily faster. 


They were pressed together even as they moved together. A small part of him was worried about Lars and 
held back from going too hard on him, but then in the next second, that idea was shattered as Lars begged 
for more. He wasn't going to last long. He needed Lars to come again Needed to see him. "Come for me Lars." 
Cliff ordered, reaching down to wrap his hand around Lars‘ cock, stroking him hard and fast. 


Cliff's hand felt too good. Lars trembled and tried to hold on to some sort of control, but his fingers squeezed 
Cliff's shoulders harder, a sound, half-squeak, half-scream escaped him as he exploded again, all over their 
stomachs. He held onto Cliff, his body still rocking with each thrust, aftershocks traveling through him every 


single second. 


He tried to hold on and savor the sight of Lars in his orgasm, but in three more thrusts, he was following 
Lars over the edge, driving deep into him as he came. Cliff panted and was careful not to fall on top of Lars. 


"Holy fuck." He said, grinning at Lars. 


Lars gave a shy smile and looked up at Cliff, leaning up to kiss him. "Was it okay?" His body felt so heavy. He 


just wanted to curl up in Cliff's arms and never move. Ever. 


He laughed and wrapped his arms around Lars. "Best sex I've ever had." Cliff said, giving Lars a sloppy kiss on 


the cheek. 


He snorted. "Oh stop exaggerating. Don't need to baby me just because l'm new at this." Lars said, giving Cliff a 


slight smack on the arm. 


Cliff shifted so he could look into Lars' eyes and spoke quietly. "No bullshit" He leaned closer and rubbed their 
noses together. "Best sex of my life.” 


"R-Really?" Lars' eyes went wide and he looked up at Cliff, blushing again. He hid his face in Cliff's shoulder, 


snuggling against his chest. 


"Yeah. Really." Cliff said softly, wrapping his arms carefully around Lars. He grinned, thinking of something that 
would make Lars smile. "And by the way. James is totally a fucking idiot." 


A half-snort, half-giggle escaped Lars, making Cliff grin. "And I'm the luckiest guy on the planet." He added in a 
whisper, kissing the top of Lars’ head. 


